PUPPETS  THROUGH AMERICA
asleep among the bushes, and a derelict asleep under a
statue, a weird old-timer slouching past the elegant shops, we
felt that our good intentions were being assailed, and we
retired into the Art Gallery. Here we encountered the
French Impressionists in large numbers, a great influence
on American painting, and also a lively room of modern
Chicago painters representing the contemporary trend away
from the French towards a purely American school. They
are vigorous paintings, all knocking Chicago about with
wild, tumbled drawings, a sarcastic commentary that again
assailed our good intentions. We were on safer ground in
the room of Chicago worthies, the academic portraits, all
in frock coats and flowing silk, of scholars and musicians,
financiers, the inventor of steel-framed buildings, and the
cultured ladies who had endowed and encouraged the arts
in the city. The Art Gallery has an excellent practice of
exhibiting work from the Art Schools, and also a room full
of amusing and very good children's drawings and model-
lings.
By the time we had unravelled a mystery concerning our
fifteen-hundred-mile railroad tickets, it was night, and we
had become aware of the very serious nature of booking
clerks, an impression that caused us to hoot when we came
across this description in Paul Horgan's novel, Main Line
West:
" The ticket agent was sour and grey in the face, like a
man who detests the food that keeps him alive, and yet must
have it. Dyspeptically he examined Danny to see if he
were half-fare age, and admitted it. He asked if they would
take a Pullman ; he admitted there was a day-coach on the
train that left at ten fifteen. He made change with petulant
fingering of the coins and bills, and handing it back to Danny
squinted at him with meaningless but terrible concern.
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